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A hot preview…

He reached down and began to rub her pussy with his fingers, softly and slowly at first, then harder and faster until she began to moan and whimper and writhe beneath him, moaning for more. He kissed her, owning her mouth with his. She loved it, being controlled during sex like this. Her work kept her too busy to date, and having a big strong alpha like him made her pussy absolutely drip.

His cock was hard as a rock and he could feel it throbbing as it ached to be inside her.

He pushed her legs apart and positioned the head of his cock at her lovely pink pussy. Each time he pressed, she let out a soft, breathy "Ohhhh" as her pussy began to throb and tingle, begging him to fuck her.

Sarah moaned and whimpered as he circled her clit, teasing her until she thought she might go mad with desire. Her breathing was heavy and labored as he played with pussy.

Finally, he couldn't stand it any longer. Pressing his dick to her slick cunt, he slid easily inside her, at least the first few inches.

She gasped in shock as the enormous penis began to fill her up. He stretched her walls wide, and she had never taken a cock so big. She felt a huge orgasm beginning to build inside her.

The Cyberius Machine Part 7

Rachel LeBlanc, the overseer of the Cyberius Machine for the Nevada outpost, was coming to do her annual inspection. It was time to make sure everyone was acting as the program dictated, and that the prisoners were being well-kept and protocol followed.

Rachel was a firm believer in the philosophy behind the Cyberius program, believing that it offered the most humane method of rehabilitation for those who had committed serious offenses.

When she arrived at Counselor Abbot's office, she asked to see Dr. Chang's report on Roger, one of the newest inmates to arrive at the outpost. She noted with displeasure that he had been brainwiped numerous times since his arrival, and her suspicions grew when she read further into Dr. Chang's report. From what she could tell, each brainwipe had been done under Abbot's orders and without consulting any other staff members or even informing Rachel herself.

According to the doctor, Roger had been subjected to several brainwashing techniques from Counselor Abbot in order to force him into submission. As Rachel continued to read, her heart sank as she realized that the severity of these techniques had gone far beyond what was necessary for proper rehabilitation. Not only did they include extensive memory erasure techniques, but also deep psychological manipulation and mind control tactics that seemed more akin to torture than therapy.

Rachel was appalled by this apparent abuse of authority and immediately began to question Abbot about his reasoning for all these brainwipes. After much back-and-forth between them, Counselor Abbot finally admitted that he did not trust Roger and thought that he would be more susceptible to rehabilitation if his memories were wiped away.

She crumpled up the paper in anger, gritting her teeth. I'll fucking kill him, he thought. Roger was their prize subject. He was the one prisoner who had demonstrated high potential for the Cyberius Machine. No one else had lived through this many wipes. If he died now, they would all be fired, or worse.

Rachel stood, determined to go find Abbot and chastise him on his decisions. She was going to make sure that he understood the consequences of his actions and that it would not be tolerated in her outpost. She strode out of the office without another word, her posture radiating her anger like a fierce fire.

As Rachel reached Abbot's office, her heart was pounding in her chest from adrenaline and anger. Taking a deep breath, she walked into his office without knocking and demanded an explanation for why he had gone so far with Roger’s brainwipes.

"Rachel," he said, going white as he saw her. "What are -"

"I can't believe what you did,"

Rachel interrupted, slamming her hands onto his desk. "This is not how we do things under the Cyberius program. You've gone too far with your brainwashing techniques and it's completely unacceptable. Do you even understand the damage you've caused to Roger's psyche?"

Abbot looked down at his hands, suddenly ashamed. "I was just trying to do what was best for our program. I thought that he would be more obedient if he didn't remember anything from his past. I didn't mean to cause any harm."

Rachel's eyes narrowed. "Your intentions may have been good, but the outcome was not. You've put our entire program at risk by endangering our prize subject. I'm going to have to report this to our superiors."

Abbot's face went slack with fear. "Please, Rachel, don't do that. I can fix this. I'll make it right. Just give me another chance."

Rachel stood up, narrowing her eyes.

"Another chance?"

She scoffed. "You've already had multiple chances, and you've proven yourself untrustworthy. I won't have you risking the safety of our prisoners and the success of our program any longer."

"Please!" he begged. "Just one more chance!"

She folded her arms. Aside from his abuse of power, Abbot had generally been decent at keeping order her. But she'd dealt with his slippery ways before, and wasn't keep on a repeat.

"Fine." She let out a breath. "One more chance. But if you fuck up this time..." She made a slicing motion across her throat.

He nodded, relief flooding his features. "I'll make it right, I swear."

She turned to leave, but stopped when she reached the doorway.

"I'm going to be keeping a very close eye on you from now on," she said. "If I so much as see you looking at one of our subjects the wrong way, you'll be out on your ass."

She left, heading to Roger's cell. She needed to check in on him and see if she could improve his situation.

As she walked down the long, sterile hallway towards the cell block, Rachel couldn't shake the feeling of disgust at what she had just witnessed. She had always believed in the Cyberius program and its ability to rehabilitate even the most dangerous criminals, but what she had just seen had shaken her to her core. She had to make things right, not just for Roger but for all the other prisoners at the outpost.

When she reached Roger's cell, she found him sitting on his bunk, staring blankly at the wall in front of him. His eyes were hollow and lifeless, and there was a sense of emptiness that seemed to surround him. Rachel sighed, knowing that this was the result of Abbot's brainwashing techniques.

"Roger," she said softly, hoping to get his attention. "It's Rachel. I'm here to check up on you."

Roger slowly turned his head to look at her, his eyes unfocused and distant.

"Rachel," he said, his brow furrowing. He seemed to recognize her for a minute.

Then his gaze went blank again.

"It's time for you to go back into the machine," she added, trying to coax him off the bunk.

Roger stared at her, and then slowly nodded, standing up and following her out towards the machine chambers.

Rachel knew that the process of resetting his brain would take some time, but she was surprised by how long it took. Roger appeared to be completely unaware of the world around him, and he just stood there, zombie-like.

"Come on, Roger. Time to go in," she said, trying to lead him into the chamber.

But before she could get any further, Roger suddenly went berserk, abruptly turning on her and running down the corridor, making his escape. Rachel was stunned. She had never seen someone so determined to break free from the Cyberius program before. Her heart raced as she watched him run, his footsteps echoing down the long hallway as he disappeared from sight.

Rachel knew she had to act quickly. She pulled out her phone and called a code red, alerting the Cyberius staff of Roger's escape. The remainder of the day was spent in a flurry of activity as the staff searched for Roger and tried to re-secure the prison. Everyone was on high alert, and Rachel herself felt like she could barely breathe from how tense the atmosphere had become.

*****

Roger ran as fast as he could. He didn't know where he was going, or even who he was. But one thing was for sure. He was out of that damned facility, finally, and he was going to remain free.

Even if he had to kill everyone who got between him and his freedom.

For hours Roger ran, his feet pounding against the desert sand, the sun beating down on his back. He was exhausted and drained of energy, but he kept going, determined to make it to safety. Finally, after what seemed like an eternity of running, Roger reached a distant city in the horizon. His heart leapt with joy as he approached civilization again, and he quickly made his way towards a small cafe he spotted nearby.

The smell of freshly cooked food filled the air as Roger stepped inside. His stomach rumbled with hunger as he looked around for a place to sit and rest. Thankfully, there were plenty of empty tables available and so Roger settled himself into a corner seat, hoping no one would notice how dirty and disheveled he was...or that he was wearing a gray jumpsuit.

"Hi, honey," said a sweet female waitress who came up to him to take his order. She was very beautiful, with large breasts and blonde hair. She appeared to be about 28 or so, and she smelled faintly of strawberry shampoo. "What can I get for you today?"

Roger looked up at the waitress and smiled weakly. "Just a cup of coffee and a sandwich, please."

"Sure thing, hon," she said, giving him a flirty smile before walking away to fulfill his order.

God, he was so hungry. He needed more than a sandwich. He hadn't eaten in days. He was thirsty, too.

When she came back with his coffee, Roger changed his order, deciding to add several other things, as well as plenty of fresh water.

The waitress nodded and went to fetch the food, quickly returning with a tray of burgers, fries, and pie. She also brought him a few bottles of water.

The waitress, whose name was Sarah, watched as he wolfed down the food hungrily. She felt her heart break a little at the sight of him so desperate for nourishment. Still, she had her duty and she silently prayed that he was soon able to get comfortable enough to share his story with someone. She reached out her hand and gave his arm a light touch.

"Sir, if you need anything at all, and I mean anything..." she grabbed a napkin and jotter her number down. "You just let me know, okay?"

Roger looked up at her with a grateful smile. He couldn't believe that someone was being so kind to him. It had been so long since anyone had shown him any compassion.

"Thank you," he said, his voice cracking with emotion. "I don't know what to say."

"You don't have to say anything," Sarah said, giving his arm another gentle squeeze. "Just take care of yourself, okay?"

He nodded, and finished his meal.

When the time came to pay, Roger's heart pounded. He didn't have any money, and he knew that running out of the place would only set the cops on him.

The last thing he wanted.

Sarah came over with a piece of paper, which he assumed was the check.

"I...um..."

She leaned in close, her breasts gently rubbing his arm. She whispered, "You don't worry about a thing, honey. And you just call me if you need me, okay?"

With that, she gave him a soft kiss on the cheek and set the piece of paper down.

It was standard restaurant paper for orders, but it didn't have a total. Instead it just said, "It's on the house" and had a little lipstick kiss at the bottom, with her name, Sarah.

Flashing a kind smile that promised more, Sarah squeezed his arm and then left.

Roger sat there, astonished by her generosity. He was overwhelmed by the kindness that she had shown him, and he suddenly felt an entirely new emotion: Hope. For the first time in a long time he felt like someone cared about him, and he sensed that Sarah might like him...as more than just a customer.

He pocketed her number.

****

Roger decided he should take her advice and take care of himself. He knew the first step was finding a place to stay and maybe get a bath.

He ventured out into the city, hoping that something would turn up. Everywhere he looked there were people living in abject poverty, with only their meager possessions keeping them company.

It reminded him of his life at the Cyberius center. He had been a prisoner for so long. So, so damn long.

Alone, impoverished, no longer in control of his own life.

As he walked along, he kept his eyes peeled for someplace that could provide him with temporary respite from life's troubles, if only for a night or two. He had no money though, which posed a problem.

He realized he didn't have much choice. He was going to have to call Sarah. It wasn't fun to have to keep depending on her kindness, but he didn't want to have to resort to crime.

He called her number from a payphone. She immediately answered, and told him to go to her address, and that he would find a key underneath the doormat. She instructed him to use anything he needed at the house, and that she would be home after her shift ended at 5.

Roger felt a wave of relief wash over him. He thanked Sarah and hung up before making his way to her house. When he arrived, he found the key just where she had said it would be, and he let himself in. The house was small, but it was comfortable and clean. It was a far cry from the sterile, prison-like environment of the Cyberius center.

Roger took a long, hot shower, relishing in the feeling of the water cascading over his body. He'd forgotten what it was like to feel clean and refreshed.

He saw that she lived alone, as there were no other occupied bedrooms. Not wanting to intrude on her clothing, he remained wrapped in the linen towel he had taken from her closet.

Afterward, he rummaged around in Sarah's kitchen and found some food, which he heated up in the microwave. He ate slowly, savoring every bite, and feeling grateful for Sarah's kindness.

He explored the house a bit more and found a small, cozy bedroom with a comfortable-looking bed. He settled in, feeling more at peace than he had in a long time.

For once.... there were no nightmares.

****

When Sarah came inside she was surprised to find Roger fast asleep on her bed. The towel he had been wearing barely covered his muscled, tattooed, handsome body and she could see his cock beginning to swell underneath it. She couldn't believe that this gorgeous man had been in her home all day while she was out working.

She was deeply curious about his story. It wasn't every day men like him showed up at the diner. He was handsome, seemed kind of reserved and almost shy.

She sat down on the bed beside him, gently stroking his stomach, and then let her hand drift to his swelling cock under the towel. She snuck a peek...she was astounded to see the size of it. He had to be at least 9 inches soft...probably 10 or more when hard!

Something about him was so incredibly attractive, she couldn't resist the urge. She slowly drew the towel down and lowered her mouth to his cock, which she began to stroke and suck.

Her pussy began to tingle as she gave him the most sensual blowjob of her life.

She heard him moan softly as she continued to work his cock. Up and down she moved her lips, his thick, throbbing penis feeling amazing inside her mouth.

He was the biggest man she'd ever been with, and she would have to take him slowly.  She could feel her pussy growing wet as she stroked his cock, and her clit throbbed with desire.  

He was fully awake now, watching as she serviced him. He grunted with pleasure. "Sarah...that feels really good."

He smelled so good to her, like soap, and masculinity...

and pure lust. She began to play with his balls now, gently caressing them with her fingers. That seemed to drive him wild, for he began to moan louder and louder and she could see his body tense up.

"Oh God...I'm going to cum."  Roger grunted.  "Going to..."  Sarah lifted her mouth off of his cock and began to stroke him faster and faster.  "Oh fuck!"  He moaned and grunted.  "Oh FUCK yes!"  She felt his cock start to pulse and tremble, and...

"Oh fuck, I'm cumming!"  Roger moaned, his body shaking.

"Mmm...that's it, cum for me baby,"  She murmured, stroking his cock faster and faster, until...

He moaned and grunted, shooting load after load of hot, sticky cum into her waiting mouth. Sarah moaned and swallowed every drop. It tasted so good, and made her even hornier.

Roger lay back, panting.

"Come here," he said softly, and Sarah clambered onto the bed beside him.

He pushed her down, stroking her body with his strong hands as she arched into his touch. He explored every inch of her skin as if he were mapping it out in his mind, memorizing it for later. He began to kiss her neck and shoulders while his hands roamed lower, exploring her curves.

Roughly, he tugged open her blouse and freed her tits from her bra. He teased and tickled her nipples until they were hard and erect before finally taking one of them into his mouth and sucking gently. She moaned in pleasure as he switched to the other nipple to give it the same treatment before making circles around both with his tongue.

His hands moved further down until they found the waistband of her jeans, which he unbuttoned before pushing them down over her hips until she was in just her panties and her open blouse and bra. He quickly stripped off the rest of her clothes and tossed them aside, so she was naked before him.

She was sexy as fuck, petite and slim with huge breasts and a glistening wet pussy. She bit her lip and looked at him with pure need. "Please...I don't even know your name..."

"It's Roger," he said, licking her nipple. "You can keep calling me Sir, though."

She shivered with pleasure. "Yes, Sir."

He reached down and began to rub her pussy with his fingers, softly and slowly at first, then harder and faster until she began to moan and whimper and writhe beneath him, moaning for more. He kissed her, owning her mouth with his. She loved it, being controlled during sex like this. Her work kept her too busy to date, and having a big strong alpha like him made her pussy absolutely drip.

His cock was hard as a rock and he could feel it throbbing as it ached to be inside her.

He pushed her legs apart and positioned the head of his cock at her lovely pink pussy. Each time he pressed, she let out a soft, breathy "Ohhhh" as her pussy began to throb and tingle, begging him to fuck her.

Sarah moaned and whimpered as he circled her clit, teasing her until she thought she might go mad with desire. Her breathing was heavy and labored as he played with pussy.

Finally, he couldn't stand it any longer. Pressing his dick to her slick cunt, he slid easily inside her, at least the first few inches.

She gasped in shock as the enormous penis began to fill her up. He stretched her walls wide, and she had never taken a cock so big. She felt a huge orgasm beginning to build inside her.

He began to thrust slowly, going deeper and deeper with every stroke until he was all the way inside her.

"Ohhhh Sir...that feels so good..."

She continued to moan as he fucked her slowly, gradually picking up the pace.

She felt like she was on fire, a slow burn that built and built until she was almost consumed by her desire and need for his cock.

He was going faster now, pounding her harder and faster, driving her wild with pleasure as his cock slid in and out of her pussy.

"Oh fuck...your pussy feels so good," he growled, thrusting his cock deeper inside her.

She gasped and moaned as her pussy was stuffed full of that enormous throbbing cock. He began to thrust even more, pushing a bit deeper into her every time until she was panting and moaning.

"Oh fuck...oh FUCK yes,"  she moaned.  "OH FUCK YES SIR!  YOUR COCK FEELS SO FUCKING GOOD!"  She yelled louder and louder as he fucked her deeper, harder, and faster, until...

"Cum for me Sarah…cum on that fucking huge dick in your tight little pussy."  He said.  She moaned in response, and felt her whole body begin to tremble as she climaxed hard.  

"Oh fuck! Oh fuck... fuck me!"  She moaned, as her pussy clenched around his cock, milking it tight.

It was enough to send him over the edge. Roger groaned, thrusting deep inside Sarah and spilling hot, thick jets of virile semen into her unprotected womb. She gasped in pleasure, clutching his strong shoulders. Her orgasm intensified as he emptied his balls into her.

He kissed her long and hard, their tongues swirling together. She had never been so filled up, and it was satisfying on a whole new level...down to her very soul.

She was so, so glad this handsome stranger had walked into her diner.  
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